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to his ankles. Nothing could exceed the courtesy of
our host. As a mark of respect, he insisted on my taking
his place; my guide, heaving; a " Yd-Allah!JJ and a
sigh of relief, sank to my side on the left; while the
sunny-faced saint, squatting at my right hand, turned a
beaming eye on his trusty henchboy, who was standing In
the doorway, waiting for the orders of his lord and master.

In the East they never break the ice of silence with a
remark on the weather. The customary opening is to
inquire if you are in health. I told the doctor, in
answer to his question, that I had a bad headache, and
had come to him to be cured. When he had raised
his hands and cried out u Ya-Muhamrnacl!" thereby in-
voking the Prophet to lend him the assistance he required,
it was to ask me on which side the head ached. I
touched the spot, whereon he fell to rubbing it vigorously
with the palm of his right hand, calling out the while to
the urchin to fetch the necessary apparatus for the forth-
coming operation. The boy disappeared. In a few
minutes he came back, bearing in both his hands a round
hollow plate of clay in which were a few lumps of burning
charcoal.

The next things he brought in were a couple of round
iron rods about twice the length of an ordinary pencil,
together with a cup filled with a black fluid used as ink
and composed, if I mistake not, of a mixture of starch and
the soot of an oil lamp. The doctor thrust the rods in the
glowing charcoal. The fear of being branded bathed my
brow in sweat The doctor, assuring me that I had no
cause to be afraid, cried out: " If we lose heart at the sight
of these little rods, how much the more shall we suffer when
we feel the weight of the maces of the angels of punishment
May God protect you from the fire of hell!"

The tips of the rods by this time were red-hot    Having
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